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X-Ray Eyes 


Author's Notes: 
No harm intended etc. 


Esp. since this is canon 


Erp 


One. 

"Everything will be okay. You've come this far, and nothing is going to stop you now. You're a star, Starchild." 
Two. 

"Nothing is going to stop me now. l'm a star. I'm Starchild." 

Three. 

‘tm a star." 


Four. 


"im Starchild” 


When Paul opened his eyes, the black star he'd painted was starting to drip at one point. He shook his head and 
grabbed the tub of Vaseline on the vanity. Again, this time with more meaning. One... 


Gene's dragon boots stomped down the concrete hallway, red cape fluttering behind him. He was tired of this 
crap. Real tired. Ever since people started giving them a second look, Paul had slowly began to develop from a 
scrawny Jewish kid into a primadonna, a diva wasting his precious time on photo-ops and women instead of 
saving their earrings for future hardships. For present hardships, since their most recent album is tanking and 


tanking fast. Still, there's Australia, Japan and other countries abroad, and money is money is money. 


Why couldn't Paul understand this? Ever since fractures had began to form and harden interband and 
intraband, Paul had become split between the flamboyant, flirtatious Starchild glittering on stage and a 
withdrawn, tortured songwriter coerced by the company to let outsiders determine the band's direction. He 
shared Gene's ambition, but lacked his command when it can to some of those exec sharks, throwing charts 
and surveys in your face like bullets to the chest. Still, try as he may to be at every single meeting, he had 
no control over what Paul's pen put to paper. 

And maybe, even more than those divisions, there was something more to why they-he, alone, really-had to 
keep checking over shoulders to see that Paul was still there. 


Four. 
"I'm Starchild" 
Four. 


"m Starchild" Four. "I'm Starchild" Four. "I'm Starchild" Four. 


"my " 


Paul buried his face in his hands, careful not to smudge this fourth application of his make-up any more than 
what he's smeared up already with all these dramatics. 


He liked to think he's a mellow, fun guy out the limelight, but ever since the solo albums came out and 
bombed, he'd been scared. Terrified, as the weight of the bard felt like it was resting squarely on his 
shoulders. For Dynasty the record company wanted something fresh, a ready-made hit. Things were going well 
until he noticed there were fewer and fewer and younger and younger faces in the crowds. His songs were hits 


and the album was selling, but there was still a growing fear within him as he gazed out into the masses. 


What was wrong? Peter'd had his accident, so some of the blame was off him. Ace played as well as ever; as 


well as an alcoholic could play. Gene.. 
Gene was starting to hate him. 
"Hey, Paul?" 


Gene peered into the dressing room, scanning it until he found the frontman at his chair, hunched and, 


surprisingly, not primping in the mirror. 


"Its ten til curtain. Almost showtime, kiddo." 


Sometimes Paul gave a smile at those silly movie voices Gene did. He was into horror, but Paul had a soft spot 
for the melodramatic classics of Old Hollywood. It made sense: the Demon liked the ugly, the Starchild liked the 


beauty. This time, however, Paul did not even look at Gene. 
"You didn't have to come get me. Make a roadie do it next time." 


Gene rolled his eyes. Already with the diva bullshit! After dating Cher and Diana Ross, he sure knew the act 


when he saw it. 


"Why, so you can tell ‘em to go away so you can sulk or whatever you're doing right now until we're already 


halfway through the first song?" 


Paul straightened, grabbing his pot of black face paint to correct his star again. His eyes looked forward, never 
straying to Gene's stern, tight-lipped scowl. 


"| make my grand entrance. You get to spit blood and breather fire, so it wouldn't kill you to let someone else 


get some attention" 


Was he trying to sass him right now? And right before showtime too? Not only was that messing with his 
Demon mental state, but that was messing with his money and his reputation, and he really couldn't have that. 
"l'm not arguing with you, Paul. Get up, grab your guitar and let's go." 


Paul uncapped his lipstick and reapplied the deep red to his puckered lips, taking his time to fill every crease 
and rub them together for maximum coverage. Seconds were becoming excruciating hours the longer Gene 


just stood there, arms folded over his chest armor. He tried the nice way one last time. 


"Paul, please, if you may so kindly, hurry up so we will not be late to our concert and create a riot of angry 


fans who came to see the four and not two people up there?" 

Paul slammed his lipstick down and stood abruptly. 

Fine, Gene. Let's go. You're the boss. After all, you write all the songs, don't ya? Oh, wait," He grabbed his 
guitar, turning quickly so that his black hair and the streamers on his costume swayed collectively in one 
direction while his gaze hit Gene from the other. "You don't. | do, and yet you still act like the leader of this 
band. Even though all you do are party tricks." 


Party tricks?! Gene threw up an arm across the doorframe to block Paul from leaving, immediately receiving a 


cool leer. Boldly Gene returned the stare with head held high. 
"Really, what's wrong? Ya can't get up there all emotional like this!" 


The leer narrowed. "Knock it off, Gene. Don't act like you care about anything other than getting your cut of 
the door." 


Gene chuckled, keeping his arm firmly in place. "You still talk like we're back in New York, playing dingy dive bars 
with a couple smoke pots. We're bigger and better than that, and you're bigger and better than these 
tantrums, right?" 


Paul huffed and shook his head, averting his eyes as his dark wavy hair hit his white face. 

"Just let me go.” 

"Not until you tell me what's wrong. 

"Nothing! Nothing is wrong!" Paul shoved Gene's arm out the way to begin his trek down the hall to the stage, 
to the fans who could only smile and scream because they didn't know what a schmuck their favorite bassist 


was, only for his arm to be grabbed and yanked backwards. 


"You're not going anywhere near that stage until you cool down" Gene said this calmly and steadily despite the 


wide, wild look Paul was giving him, a million questions to be dismissed with a even stare and stern grip. 
"IIl ask you again: whats wrong?" 


Paul was positively livid and did nothing to hide it. Here he was again, trying to control everything! Even had 
the nerve to try and manhandle him! Had he the slightest idea how delicate the purple satin strips of his 


sleeve were? Or, in general, did he understand the concept of personal space? 


"Right now you arel" He twisted his arm to and fro, cautious of the costume but irate all the same. "Get off 


of me so we can get this show over with!" 


"Why, so you can retreat to you hotel room to sulk and have you way with whatever girl is smitten enough to 


listen to you go on and on about being a tortured artist?" 


Gene was baiting him again, but Paul knew better than to bite. It looked like he'd have to lie his way out of this 


one, especially with the crowd cries he could hear coming from above. 
‘lm just tired, all right? We've been at this almost ten years and l'm just running out of steam right now." 


Gene studied him the best he could past the make up, delving beneath Starchild and into Stanley through his 
dark doe eyes. He almost seemed to buy |, even with his hand still on his arm, until he leaned closer to Paul. 


Close enough for their exhales to meet the other's mask, confining the moment to just a few inches of space. 
"Bupkes." 


Paul tried again, eyes focused right on the Demon's stare after that sneer. "Then what do you think it is, huh 
Gene? What do you know that | don't?" 


Gene didn't like thinking about it much, but being with Paul so much for so long had made him too hard to 
control if sticky problems such as these arose. In interviews and the like, they played off one another like pros 
and Paul never minded Gene's extensive spiels as long as the camera dwelt on the pair longer than their 
bandmates. They were, after all, the founders. The driving forces. Partners in crime. Mick and Keith, Paul and 
John, et cetera None of this had to be said; it was all understood. 


What Gene couldn't understand was the peculiar sadness in Paul's gaze, the strange trepidation they reflected 


when they shifted downward from his own stare. 
"| know | hate when you hide from me." 


He was looking at the hand on his arm until the other grasped his chin and redirected his gaze back to Gene's. 
The callus of his thumb ran down the cleft of his chin, the red lips parting slightly to start or stop; Paul 


wasn't sure which until he finally whispered. 
"Gene |..I'm scared." 
Finally, Gene could smile and move his hand from threatening on the arm to comforting on the shoulder. 


"Don't worry, man. We'll be fine. The tour'll go great, and we'll keep our crowns as kings of rock r roll. Easy as 
pie." 


Paul grabbed the other hand before he could move it from his chin, shifting it to his high cheekbone as he 


looked on. 


"Promise?" 
"Promise" 


"Promise you're not mad at me for worrying so much?" 


Gene smiled a bit wider, somehow not so menacing in the Demon make-up as long as his calluses touched upon 


Paul's cheek. 
"Promise. And why should you worry? You're a star, remember? THE Starchild." 


For the first time this whole night, there it was. Slowly, but surely, a smile moved upon Paul's red lips and 


exposed some of his teeth. Genuine and gracious. 


Inviting even, until the space between them was in the past and their lips were pressed together in the 
present, but not without vacillation Both men had though of this moment in passing, in a tone more curious 
than predatory, but neither knew it would come in this way, with the roar of a crowd so near yet so distant. 
Paul only parted his lips to say something-perhaps the refusal he knew he should have said-but instead Gene 


took the movement as another step, as confirmation to open his own mouth and pull Paul closer by his waist, 


as close as the satin of his costume and curling chest hair could come with the studded breast plate in the 


way. Not close enough as the kiss began to deepen, escalating in urgency. 


Just as quickly, the present was shoved into the past as footsteps tore the pair apart. Paul grabbed his 
mirrored guitar by the neck while Gene directed a low growl towards the intruder. 


"Hey, what're you two doin’? Show's on in 30 seconds! Space Ace and the Catman are freakin’ out! Let's go go 
go!" 


Not even platforms clomping down a concrete hallway in quick gaits could distract either man from whatever 
had just happened. Factually, a kiss, but what relationally? Friends, co-workers, bandmates, partners in crime 
didn't kiss unless they were something else, at least one other thing. 


No time for this. It was time for the greatest band in the land KISS, not Stanley and Chaim. No one knew the 
Starchild's star was just a bit crooked because he had to paint around self-pitying tears, and just as many 
knew that the red on the corners of the Demon's mouth was not blood but a bit of the mask of his bandmate. 
His friend. 


And at least one other thing. 


